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for Angus, Ted abd Emylyn who often wish that their mother would 
change her name. 


Poetry is the air I breath the food I eat, the nights I sleep. In the process of the 
creation of art the artist goes into the art, becomes it; the art becomes the artist and 
so, when the artist can't perform the art, the artist isn't. 


Lucky Scheherazade 


Oh, lucky, lucky Scheherazade 

telling your stories night after night; 

each new story to guarantee another day of life. 
The Lord and Master must be amused. 


Well, this ain't no Scheherazade 
bouncing through dim Arabian Nights 
with a limitless well of fiction. 

I have all run out of tales, 

fresh out of them 

can't think of another darned one 

to keep this head on these shoulders. 


Sure, once upon a time 

I had a million million 

I tried to tell 

but I was told they were trite 

useless hackneyed, cliched, 

and besides, they were too feminine. 

The world had heard them 

all before 

and that was why it didn't listen any more. 


So, what would be the point of telling 

the same story again and again and again? 
I admit failure 

there ain't no more 

ain't no point in reworking the same thing 
over and over and over again. 

Shit, it's too boring. 


Hey, take this head. 
It's empty after all. 


The Poet's Husband 


My husband lives/ with a true-blue Martian 
and never notices/ my Alien race. 

He makes believe I have a face, not horns 
and that my body is free/ of the rings 

which bond/ his loyal traveller in her cell. 


But this perfect stranger, cast in copper, 

pumps green ice/ through abandoned veins; while my 
gold antennae--this substitute for ears-- 

twist to hear every whisper, every sigh. 


I remember a human heart/ I gave 

many years ago for transplant 

and in exchange/ took a broken-winged bird 
to flutter against the bars of my ribs; 

now someone else beats my heart. 


I remember a human brain/ I put 

on hold/ when I was drawn into his world, 
and appropriated a computer 

to bit and byte/ instead of think and feel; 
now someone else valleys in my landscape. 


I remember a human skin/ I shed 

just as the cobra casts his barren shell, 
said to myself, go borrow the turtle's 
armour/ in which to hide and die quietly; 
now the freezing beggar strokes my hide. 


I remember a human voice/ I lost one day, 

kept nothing but this scratch, scratch, scratching whine, 
to parrot the same old sounds, mewling and 

puking/ like a baby full of colic; 

now others say the things I had to say. 


I saddle him with no blame, for he rides 
his own horse, tames his own nightmares 
exacts matches/ to light his own weak flames. 


Wait ... there was something I forgot: 
and no woman should forget her sex--- 
this is the only genuine human 

part of my body/ I kept as human. 


Oh, I was born with a sex, more-or-less 
the same as other women's; this sex rolls 
through space/ as neat as the sun 

as she shines her little heart out 

putting on a show/ for her one true god. 


I keep this sex well fed and hydrated 
waiting for him to find it/ and yes, 
he does find it/ and makes me forget 
my somewhat dubious humanity. 


Most of this misconception/ about strain 
is my fault/ though I never admit guilt 
not even to him/ for I am dead 

with fear/ of him finding the Alien 


buried deep/ somewhere inside the human 
and do a great job of hiding myself. 
Self-preservation: I label this fear 

of discovery. Well ... who knows ... he could 


decide/ it's not appropriate to live 

with a Martian. He could take a ox horn 
or ray-gun and vaporize me, fry me 
back into the original lonely 


elements/ out of which this one woman 
fashioned herself/ in pain and dust. 

So I hide, I keep myself/ well behind 

this torn mask and never show myself ... not 
even to him, especially not to him. 


My husband does not know me, never will ... 
but then, neither will/ the other humans. 


The Writer in Residence Said 


Women only write about 

bodily effusions; 

they are trite, petty 

and concentrate on mostly liquid, little things. 


Men, of course, have greater subjects 

to tease the muse: Wars and injustice 

and murder and starvation 

and politics and martyrs and so on and on and on. 
While women write about bodily effusions. 


So I said to him 

I said 

look, know-all, life is based on liquid things. 

fish swim in the sea 

even your precious sperm 

need a liquid medium to carry them into liquid wombs 
and as for me... 

I float through this air, liquid, malleable 

let myself be drawn, turned 

made into other forms. 


I went on 

about his blood, wars and money. 

Hell! Blood is liquid 

and hate flows viciously from hater to hated. 
Jealousy clots into circles 

and love itself ponds deep 

into money's green darkness. 

So ... big deal! 


Why do I apologize for being a writer 
of liquid things? 


Donne 


Rumour has it 

you lay in your coffin for sixty days and sixty nights; 
even afterwards you often slid in 

for a brief session with death. 


You had your likeness painted, 

bound in a shroud, coming from an urn-- 
genie-smiling, you emerged, hands folded 
ready for the day of judgement. 


You tried to probe the feel of death, 
you, dirty old man, while 

you stuck clay to your quick body, 
made yourself a living corpse. 


Suicide often tempted you; 
anything for a fast thrill, sure 
anything to be the first 

at the gate and beat us all, cheat! 


Look, we all have to abandon comfort blankets 
(even when they fit like hair shirts) 

we adapt to empty beds, cuddle pillows, 

bear our own stinking flesh. Try it sometime. 


After D.H. Lawrence 


He said, build your ship of death, 

for you will need it. Silly me, 

arrogant still, thought I had made 

my last will and testament. I really did. 


Over and over again I wrote it 

in stone--hardest granite, speckled and pure 
--to find it crumbled, dust to dust, 

back to the beginning. Repetition itself can kill. 


Once more I take Persephone 

by her offered hand. She is my friend? 
I close my eyes to see her fluted path; 
her cunning lips. The dry asp's tongue 


suckle my breast, I'm nearly hers 

done for, gone into her darkness, 

this trip has to be the final one. 

Just one more glance, just one more chance 


to see the sun and all is lost 
my will is broken. I cannot cast 
this die. 


Not a Love Poem 


Some Hindus insist a bone grinder is used 
to grind the bits and pieces of bone. 

A strong electric grinder does the job 
makes fine powder of all that's left. 


Bone to bone 
dust to dust 
oh, such good fertilizer. 


For you too, Mom, I demand the bone grinder. 
Oh, yes, I want the last crumb of you 

ground into nothing 

and scattered on every wind. 


Heaven forbid, it would be too much 
if a piece of you rose from the sludge 
like Frankenstein, 

and faced this daughter, eye to eye. 


Heaven forbid. 


Mirror: a Mother's Cremation 


When I left your body to the flame's dead heat 
and turned my back on empty space 

I felt your spirits swarm, desert the smashed hive, 
look for another home. 


Now I move my hand just as you did 
to flick away the fly bothering my face; 
I say much the same things as you, 

use much the same words; 

I look at my children 

with your frown on my face; 

I hear the things I choose to hear-- 
your selective deafness; 

I make much of age, 

so did you. 


Old genes, long forgotten, 
safe in family history 
unfold to fill this lament. 


Is it only between mother and daughter 
oil and vinegar mix to craft anew homogeny? 


Oh, these ghosts of dead mothers 

forever looking over shoulders 

already burdened by leaden weights 

left to them by other mothers. 

Pity them, for like mirrors, 

they reflect in each other 

and though spirit marked, they sometimes 
just sometimes, form a strange immortality. 


I had no daughters; 
for my haunting I'll have to use halved mirrors 
or find a still pond. 


Visiting the Dead: A Father's Grave 
It's a year now. 


I went to see you today 
well ... 
it is a duty, isn't it? 


Bought myself a new dress. 

Such vanity! 

You never cared much how I looked 

never found women's clothes 

even vaguely interesting, 

though you would survey attractive woman 
and bedded a few of them 

so I was told through my mother's tears. 


It's blue, this dress, 
scattered with small flowers 
matching the flowers I picked for you. 


Tell me 

is it appropriate 

this dress 

for a daughter visiting 
a father? 


I visited you today 
in my new dress and you said nothing. 


But you never did say much 
did you? 


The Undressing 


Once the final verdict had been delivered 
the fates sealed-- 
in the summer of her dying 
she destroyed 
or abandoned-with-care 
all her life dressing. 


The hem of marriage 
she first unpicked: 


her husband's touch 

anathema ... 

a chilling reminder how her body decayed 
with a steady tick. 


His hardness--a witch's broom, 
his love--a cauldron. 


Her genes--seen in the faces 
of her children-- 
now tore the skin they touched. 


She said to the sun, 

‘Never shine. I have no time for morning.’ 
To the echoes of her music she said, 

“My ears are full of mould and dust.' 


To wine and brandy she said, 
`I have a new bridal veil, and it is black, 
its touch an orgasm, easy rolling lover. 


There is no room on this trip 
for surplus baggage. Don't you see 
the clouds gather and draw me to them. 


It's all Artificial, isn't it? 


I took you some plastic forget-me-nots today 
planted them in the still hard ground 

added them to the ones I had planted 

some weeks ago through the frosted snow. 


I warmed my hands on the sun-touched stone 
rested against it for several minutes and 

in this cool evening you shared your heat. 
But you always did give away 


everything without thought, 

didn't you? So why different dead? 

It was as if [held you, warm and soft. 

For a moment or two time froze, 

cubed in plastic you and me, only you and me. 


And then the cold black stone laughed 
at me 

accused me of breaking every promise, 
called me faithless. But listen, 


I'll come back and bring the real thing 
as soon as the ground is alive and 
scatter seeds for a dappled blue carpet. 


For a Widowed Sister 


You said, 

love isn't worth it 

no, love isn't worth the pain 

it hurt too much when he died 

my mouth is filled by sand and smoke. 


But listen, love, 

love is our only defense, 

love is 

our only weapon against death. 

Love is all we have to make us live 

it keeps us in the sun, out of the mouldy dust 
greening the grave. 


In Memoriam 


Now your chair is vacant 
at this familiar table 
(and this familiar raises no spirits, not even for me) 


Yet the keep of habitual eyes 
frame a picture of you 
here 


Sadean hand drew the aching tooth, 
left a socket 

blood-bone-splintered where still 
clitoral tongue tip rumors 

the remembering gap 


Shared wine spilt 

in a waste of broken crumbs 

litter this starched white cloth, 
they engrain woof and weft-- 

the weaver's work forever marked, 
marred 

by this vacancy 


Widow 


Widow woman weeps 

her weeds grow over flowers 
dead from too much salt. 

She cultivates a strange garden 
now 

one of solitary seeds. 


Widow woman weeps 

she sits at my table 

says: 

I knew him for thirty years 
we were one 

flesh of the same body 
mind of one mind 

nothing can diminish his breath on my breast 
or take his skin from mine. 
Nothing can make him less 
than he was once. 

Once. 


Diagnosis 


The psychiatrist asked 
do you cry a lot? 


Sure, I replied, I cry all the time, 
have a masters in salt production. 
I make each tear significant 

each cough count and even 

each hiccough into a mountain. 


Oh, how interesting. 
Yes, my family is quite expert at this skill. 


My father cried 

when he saw the sun rise over Everest 

when Van Gogh made his colours sing 

when Beethoven took joy and turned it into God 
when he saw the sun light a blond child's curls 
when a small black hand curled round his 

when just about anything caught his eye 

his ear or his heart. 


My mother too, Doctor, now listen well, she cried 
when we met 

when we parted 

when we met again 

when a dog died 

when a stray cat was squashed on the road 

when a child scraped a knee 

when they said she was too old to volunteer 

when a picture ofa dead African hit the headlines. 
All these times she cried. 


Oh, they both cried in anger, cried in love, cried in 
frustration, in beauty, in ugly ... so many things ... 
so many nouns describing the strings holding their tears. 


Shit, doctor, what do you expect me to do? 
Laugh? 


Circus 
I took my grandson to the Moscow Circus. 


High on wires acrobats swung and flowed through thin 
air while the white, so white lights silhouetted them 
into geese and I expected honks, busy geese 

on their way north or south or wherever they 


go to become something else as they migrate 
in tense formations melting into sky. 


The acrobat's hand fondled the rope of the swing 

and I was up there beside her, fingering silk, 

oh, this silk, storming my palm as cock storms cunt to 
swell and burst into a million squandered fragments. 


I moved out onto the wire, toed it so tight, 
as tight, as tight, as a woman about to come. 


Yes. Yes. The wire must spring for this amateur, 
it must bounce to order under my control? 


A million voices as one whispered through the empty air 
‘Balance, come on, balance, take the world's swell under 
your body. Someone will hold you, hands will catch you 
as you fly above us drowning our words in tokens’. 


I repled, my nails dug deep into bleeding palms, 
‘But what if they don't catch me? What if I can't fly 
but fall like so much dull lead, no more than liquid 
poison leading nowhere? What if bone will splinter 
skin and sequin mix with brain, and in hollow eyes 
diamonds glitter as frost glitters on black nights? 


And the white, so bright dancing birds performed as all 
good birds should, for a grandson who saw only 

gold and silver and diamonds and pearls and rubies 
and emeralds anda rainbow painted by angels 

sitting up there, high, so high they had no idea 

how we mortals live on the dirt of this earth; no 

they could never be seen or touched, never touched. 


Sucking Blood or His Finger's Stink 


To enter your house 

a vampire has to ask nicely 

so you say 

welcome, welcome, welcome. 


Once you have invited him in, 
just once 
he can come and go as he pleases 


He hones your pity with his soft red tongue 
until you beg him to stay. 

Poor little blood-sucker would die 

if you expelled him; 

he would explode 

if he didn't get the relief you dole 

drop by drop 


And so you go on and on keeping him, 
letting him find your neck 

exposing the fine, thin skin for his fangs 
giving him a suck 

now and then 


By now you know he's a vampire. How? 

He isn't in any reflection you see. 

In your own eyes there is no love mirrored. 
He comes out at night when the world is quiet 
and he has peace to do his vampire business. 
Oh, yes, sun, light, and people 

roll him to nothing 

boil his blood 

dry his saliva 

salt his semen. 


Suppose you come to your senses 
and taste an empty house? 

You hang crosses, 

place garlic round doors and ... 
oh, yes, live on garlic yourself. 


Won't do. 


To kill him 

you need a silver bullet 

and a stake sharpened to a point. 

Shoot him in the brain and then find his heart ... 

wait you're going to say 

it's impossible to find the heart in a vampire. 

Set your ear to his chest and listen well 

in this fashion you may, just may, hear the gentle 

lub dub, lub dub lub dub of his heart as it beats 

even in death, much the same as human hearts beat during life. 
And if you don't find it in his chest 

well then, you will have to look in some unexpected places 
like his balls or cock. 


Once you have found it 

drive the stake in 

bang bang bang 

bang until his blood explodes through his body 
and frees your spirit once and for all. 

Release me into the keeping of the Lord, my God, 
forever and forever amen. 


You will never again know the touch of his lips 
against the fine skin of your neck; 

you will never again know the thrill 

as he pierces your vein with his teeth 

and sucks and sucks and sucks. 


I see ... you're changing your mind? 

Yes ... you want to keep him 

you like the way he drains life 

you like the way he places his lips on your skin 


Oh, well ... what can I do with someone like you? 
All good things self-destruct in the end. 


Dear Doctor 


Dear Doctor, 
I have a canker 
please lance it. 


But it has spread through your body 
if we lanced it 
the shock would kill you. 


Dear Doctor, 
I have a worm 
please kill it. 


It has invaded your heart 
to kill it 
would stop the beat. 


Dear Doctor, 
I have a thorn 
please pull it. 


Silly girl 

stupid Jennifer 

didn't you know 

it's the thorn 

which brings the rose. 


Dear Doctor, 

piss off, 

your medicines bring me 
no relief. 


I had a Dream 


I had a dream. 

No Luther King 

prophecy this 

but a dream without future and without past. 


Lazarus, in his winding clothes, 
came to me and said: 


Look, dog-face, 

it's time you dropped this mortal coil 
you have moiled and toiled long enough 
done all the other shit 

man must do. 


This waking up is such a bore 
being dead 
is much more exciting. 


Come on, give it up, 
toss in 
the towel is too wet for drying. 


Don't you know, little one, the dead wait for you. 
See them smile as they prepare 

new clothes for your used body. 

It is so rude, oh, just so rude 

to keep them waiting. 


Manners should be attended to 
in all circumstances. 


Here, take my silky hand 

let me help you. 

Pain is transient. 

Draw the water, fill the glass, 

count the pills. I'm in the mood for truth 
and light 

join me, 

let's have a party. 


This is my Lord 


You see 

I know your secret: 
you think 

God is male 

has a capital G 
worn round a rough 
red neck. 


You see 

him as the father 
long beard flowing 
over manly chest. 


Sometimes 

you see him 

as Allah 

ready 

with sharpened knife to cut off hands 
or itching to pick stones 

to throw on the sinner's head. 


(I know all your visions 
for I am God too and 
have means to look into deceitful hearts) 


You 

complete a manly 

circle 

swell hormones 

tell priests 

to celebrate 

celibacy. 

(Oh, no women soil your inner halls 
you keep the sheets clean 
though there are dull white blots 
of your own making.) 


I 


I have 

a female god 
of my own. 
She 

has a womb 
from which she 
1. expels babies 
2. bleeds 

3. holds life. 
She 

has breasts 
dribbling milk. 


I 

I have 

a female god 

magnificent 

wrapped in femaleness 

she is mine alone 
consecrated by holy oil 
blessed by the olive 

she 

demands no wars 

to convert infidels 

sends no legions in search of Holy Grails 
kills no dragons 

but lives as a goddess should 
right here 

in this head. 


Passchendaele 


Did I dream this Passchendaele, 
a free fall 
through blotted space? 
Yes, heaven misdrew her map, 
and hell cracked it open. 
The beat of ground earth locks me, 
ties me to a yellow shroud 
while insect stink 
fills the cadaver. 


Blood ... mud masters me. 
Oh, can't you see 
the lynch mob ready for this execution? 
The full moon 
red hangs uncertain 
buffers the sky 
drips blood 
to clot in empty hearts 
while coupled dead fingers bolt heavy doors. 


Are you gone blind too, then? 


It becomes an alien, not from this earth we know so well, 
to land sand drops in eyes full of tears. 


Oh, can't you see the face of the stranger 

still smiling? 

He shows pointed teeth sinking into the cured 
full throat of the earth. 

Oh, can't you see the frank mouth 

of hell 

waiting waiting waiting 

waiting all this time 

since Passchendaele? 


Dali's January Moon 
In this pitched vacuum 
rainbow lunatics 


circle a hungry moon 


white edged mouths 
suck drips 


from empty time 


against shadows of bare maples 
tendril fingers sweep 
barren fields 


silver road stretches 
--lazy elastic coming and going-- 
from licking light 


we play hide and seek with 
the ringed moon 
while frosted hounds 


their hoary mouths 
green fanged, howl 
at misbegotten moon's quickening light 


a beat fills thin air 
dimly wakes shadows 
lurking in mined depths 


everything waits 
the one 
final excavation 


Lunar Eclipse 16th Aug 1989 


Gradual, so slow, hardly 
noticeable from the east 
the body of this earth 
eclipsed the sun's reflection 
without change. 


Silent 

black/white, no dark, no shades 

but all light 

and then nothing but a sliver of the sun's darkness. 
Aureole left 

light behind darkness 

all dark. 


No gentians to lead me into this darkness 
in Lawrence's company, but darkness 
from hell, a hellish darkness 

darker than ever imagined 

made more dark by the light 

surrounding it, darkness beyond darkness 
like the darkness I found those nights 

in the dark when finger found flesh 

and I slid me along the wire 

walked tight-ropes alone 

alone, alone 

in a particular single darkness. 


Card Eighteen 


I fell in love with the face in the moon/ 

looked deep into her clear white eyes and was 
hooked, landed, sunk by the woman who sits 

in the moon/ that bitch of sharpened claw and 
rosy cheeks who took my words and made them 
hers, all hers/ we all know the way she works. 


She smiled and blinked, announced her innocence, 
love, purity and honour while she laughed 

loud and bright at the lust she saw burning, 

yes, burning giant holes, black holes right through 
my belly. 


She, holy mother full of 

Grace, swinging far from my left to my right/ 
swinging low, sweet and low/ did not bend down 
to carry me home on troikas, not 

for me, my love/ for me no expulsion 


through black snow to freeze into selfish death 
full of the silent hum heard only by you/ 

for me a fire here in the dead space 

I have carried vacant these many years 
waiting, just waiting for this occupant. 


She finished polishing the night and said, 
her head tilted like a hanged murderer, 
“Come, light shall cover your eyes and make you blind.’ 


Her halo shone, light as a blind man's stick 

while a million angels circled her, all 

straining to trap her, hold her, enfold her 

and forge from her their very own goddess. 

Who said angels need wings? Those wings useless 


as the semen this old woman collects 
when the moon fills and time herself is ripe 
for the forgetting of women's ages. 


Last night she was mine, all mine, for as long 
as she could shine/ for as long as I craved 

her light to sift bones from dust in squandered 
graves. Yes, she was my mercury, streaking 


the empty sky with quicksilver/ she was 

my own winged god running from here to there, 
handing out true messages, lighting roads 
without end. I fell in love with the moon 

and she was mine, all mine, private, alone. 


If I had a Daughter 


If I had you, daughter, 
I'd pray for your face to be plain as rock. 


Let no beauty taint you nor curse you with 
leaden eyes or airy skin; 

be furnished with only bare essentials 

to snail on this slime slicked path. 


If I had you, daughter, 
I'd cover you in sack cloth and ashes 
bid you be invisible as new cleaned glass. 


No make-up, no surface icings 

would you pipe onto your skin, 

nor starve yourself thin as a tall column 

of iced water 

for a man to blow over with his exacting breath. 


Puritan, I'd banish cavaliers. 
For thee, plain grey to blanket enticing curves; 
white, to dull the colour there may be in your face. 


Let a man love you, adore you, crave you, regard you, relish you, 
burn for you with exploding lightening love 

flashing through you 

just for your manifest bare 

grace 

distinctly etched onto the other side 

of bona fide 

transparent skin. 


A Warning to Daughters 


Daughter, show your mother kindness. 

Lick her bones softly (brittle can turn to dust in careless 
fingers), 

eat her flesh in a delicate rage, 

for in its season, your tongue too will dry 

and fold to your craving palate, 

all taste lost in this sour desert. 


Daughter, 

it took many lesser deaths--a gentle training-- 

so you may cherish her death and know 

the strict plains stretching barren years. 

No bloodied gross of saffron plunged my way, 

no cold subsidy softened the handicapped greyness I knew. 


Daughter, 

your turn will come to face her face, 

you must learn the fallacy 

of trying to be a solitary icon 

without root sunk deep in thickened womb. 


Daughter, hold her hand 

stroke her hair 

wrap the smells of her round your own body. 
Come on, change skins, be a leopard 

and dapple according to shades of day. 


There is no master in this game 
mother and daughter play 

but if you hold the winning hand, 
draw the matching queens, 

then you could make a stand-off: 
promise tomorrow and take today. 


Daughter, be kind to your mother. 


Next Wedding Dress 


For my next wedding dress 

I picture something simple. 

There will be no affectation, no silk 

or satin frills, tiny bows to tie in blind knots, 
or buttons to slip inside trivial holes. 


My next wedding dress 

will be of plain cloth, the fabric cut frugally, 
prudent care making sure the hang suits me-- 

no fashionable distortion of this well-kneaded clay. 


Only I will hold the options 

on my next wedding dress. 

No ritual or rite will dilute 

the necessary service; 

no family consuming black cake, 

supping sugared wine, 

smoking pot in hall basements, 

lining coke in washrooms; 

this time a dusty bare office 

and the signing of names. Oh, yes, just the signing of names. 


For my next wedding there will be no wedding but 
a swapping of legends, night transformations, 
mass conversion to an eyeless treaty; 

a dressing of manners. 


Or perhaps I will go naked, bare as the day I was born, 
expose myselfto the world, use no cloak of solemn protocol, 
corrupt no truth with a bias flow? Yes. 

Yes, I propose you too go naked, wear no past, 

and we will have no history to hand down 

to exacting children. No ...we'll chronicle our own archives 
in this museum of fashion, 

carry no used-clothes to a bare future but travel light 

as the air between us, there and not there. 


Old Women: a General Observation 


Old women 
as they get older become less women 
less old. 


They homogenize into a new species, 
new sex, 
of Oldwoman. 


Oldwoman 

sits out her time 

being precise in things she does-- 
seconds are not for wasting 

but for careful counting. 


She peers through wired glasses 
at a world all too much with her 
a world of pain and dry hands, 
falling hair and uncertain steps. 


She has lost all shades of skin 

as she become Oldwoman. 

She is not black, white, yellow, or brown 
but is Oldwoman first: 

an amalgam of many bloodsoaked colours. 


Old men 

are different. 

As they age, so tiey become men first 
old second; 

more themselves in their masculinity 
more themselves in their age; 

they ossify into distinct animals 

each old man 

more himself than he ever was man or human and 
each more black, white, or yellow 
every colour clearer and more so. 


I wonder if I'll ever become 
an Oldwoman? 


The Prick 


Once upon a Spanish Inquisition 

they refined the fine custom of pricking. 

Men were trained--always men--to ply their pricks. 
Oh, dear, such fancy pricks of varied lengths 


and many assorted thicknesses, 

each and every one honed and heat-hardened 
so the heart of the inquisitor 

would be warmed to the very cockles. 


The pricks were used on witches to diagnose 
if the bitch was indeed a honest witch; 

if the witch-like state was genuine 

or just a matter of simple madness. 


These prickers were justly proud of their skills 
as prickers. Well ... who wouldn't be proud 

to pick the innocent from the guilty 

to riddle the chaff from the wheat? 


They stick their pricks through skin into bone 
and dig for marrow. 

The theory behind the operation 

is that the woman--always a woman, 


often a Jew--will scream in agony, 
confess her sins, pray to Our Lord, 
eject false gods, reject her past 
and welcome Christianity. 


If the scream isn't screamed in just the way 
a scream is supposed to be screamed 

then for sure, for sure, the woman is witch; 
for the pricker is always right. 


Oft times, women being of a devious mould, 
oh, not to be trusted with God or man, 

there are those among them who know plants, 
know wicked secrets, trace patterns of leaves, 


fuck roots on moony nights when the sky 
upturns a heavy earth, and dawn himself 
hides in fear; on these nights they distill 


esters, wild enough 
to dull a crucifixion agony. 


But, for sure, if a woman doesn't scream 
then she must be a witch truly evil 

so she learns how to scream convincingly 
to let the pricker know she is in pain. 


Hey ... but a good pricker knows his job, 
knows of the mandrake root, the mushroom cap 
and can tell a true and honest scream 

from false shows for his entertainment. 


He knows--even without the fire's heat-- 
that the pain, the pain is enough to kill 

a witchless woman and pus will fill flesh 
until she dies in a state of pure grace. 


But some witches smile 

smile like this witch 

this true witch 

whose blood pulses Mary blue 
who counts herself different 

to the ordinary broomstick-kind 
of witch 

who drives the inquisitor to drink 
makes him doubt his profession 
makes him look into the eye 

of the fire 

and see himself blind 

as the bats circling smoke 

in subterranean caves. 


Oh, yes, this rare bitch doesn't beg-- 

good little doggie--or ask for help 

from any god of man or woman, she 

gives no satisfaction 

to the pricker 

but lets the pain drown her, makes the pain hers 
ties her tongue and closes her throat so no 
screams escape. She keeps her pain 

her own little secret pain 

to be wrapped in burning flesh 

and smiles to herself, makes her own shroud, 
stores jokes to tell herself 


inside her silent death 
where there are no pricks 
and marrow counts no lies 


Numbers 


My friend reads his poetry at this reading 
and the hosts have numbers on their arms. 


We study the poet reading his work 

and the two people 

whose arms are branded by those numbers 
sit, legs crossed, as if really interested 

and my eyes freeze into their sockets 

and my brain swells against my skull 

and in my nose the stink of gas 

and in my belly, fat melts into soap. 


Behind the man who reads his poetry 

is an etching of a man painting 

a naked child of about nine or ten. 

The child stands behind a tapestry screen 

so we can see her but the artist can't. 

She seems ashamed of her nakedness 

yet, at the same time, innocent as Eve 

in the garden before Adam showed her guilt. 


I think of grandfathers and little girls 

safe, warm, surrounded by family. 

Her back white, so white, as white as dead 
bodies piled on piles, luminous, blinding, 
lighting the dark, a moon in the lake. 

The artist waits to paint as if there is 

no dead child, no number, no words to say. 


I stand with the child behind the screen 
waiting for the fingers of the artist, 

the touch of his skin, the smell of turps, 
rough edge of nail slaking a child's juice 
in dry dead flesh. 


And the poet reads about this world of today 
while the people with numbers on their arms 
sit before an sketch of a man painting 

a naked child 


Sudan: a picture of a Dinka woman and child at the al-Mughad Camp. 


You stare into the camera 
your eyes atleast alive. 


Teeth protrude from a wooden skull, 
dry breast folded, skin on bone, 

you hold the child against your side 
slack; there's nothing more to give. 
Lady, don't look at me like that. 


Your lottery was not my doing I read no Genesis, 
threw no dice to decide how the genes fell, which 
seed went to which soul, 

painted only private hells, 

did not decide you, nor myself. 

Lady, don't look at me like that. 


I dare not call you, sister. You are 

not my sister never will be. 

You have no colour of skin, no sex, are beyond 
sisterhood. Lady, you strip colour. 

You, who drowned the rainbow, are stripped of skin, 
stripped of woman, stripped of everything 

but those eyes. You, naked, make me naked. 

Lady, don't look at me like that. 


Damn you, go and look at your men like that. 


Is there a point? 

Do they open their eyes, those men, 

to the choosing of sides? Listen! I picked no sides 
chose no victor. 


Come on ... let them see what they do. 

They are the ones who decided you, you, me, me. 
They picked our conceptions, our hungers; 

they drew the line 

they named the parts. 

Always that male god of war, death erect, 
tossing destiny away like a drypicked bone. 


Lady, go and look at them like that. 


Marilyn 
Every poet has a Marilyn poem. Don't they? 


If Marilyn were alive today what would she be? 
If she were to grow old with me 

would she too catch falling flesh free to earth? 
Would she hear joints 

crank in a noisy awkward body? 


The eyes dim, and the pest 

of finding glass to see the world? 

Marilyn consumed into the eye of pettiness ... 
just like a mortal human. 

Or would she be princess-ever? 


Oh, princess, oh, princess, oh, princess-ever, 

in your castle of gold and silver, 

crystal and marble, where no smell of dung dare penetrate, 
air is perfumed with attar and musk, 

every man is virile, quick-draw permanent hard-on, 
satisfaction guaranteed, never ever 

limp. 

Would you remain beautiful ever never ever, 

a preserved doll from a coke-drenched Andean mountain? 
Would the famous hair float ever never ever 

fine as a nun's veil circling the world? 


Would the magic smell of your sex turn (three day old fish) 
to putrid stink? 


(Research has shown that poets tend to suicide 
between the ages of thirty and fifty. 

Do they run out of things to say? 

All the springs anid, an the earth dull 

flat and uninteresting?) 


Is that what happened to you, Marilyn, in the suicide age? 
Exhausted sex, magic, beauty? Lost grace? 

Or had you seen it all, filled the well so full 

no more could drop into full 

brimming lips? 


If you were alive today 
would I write a poem about you? 


grandpa 


they rigged grandpa in boxing gloves 
to tether his hands together; 

and now a pair of leather melons 
hang between his legs. 


one tear drops down your dry cheek? 
no, not a tear, grandpa, 

but a knife of glass 

to shrivel memories in rivers of pain. 


evidence of feeding on your clothes 
bears witness to a kind of care. 
perhaps some tomato from yesterday? 
or does blood splatter your shirt? 


you should be happy with your hands nicely 
neatly, cleanly sheathed in gloves 

--individual padded cells-- 

where they can do no damage, give no pleasure. 


grandma is here. she often said 

she kept herself clean before she was married. 
she never even thought 

dirty thoughts ... not my grandma. 


nurse puts on rubber gloves to feed you, 
so many condomed sausages 
make sure there will be no flesh to flesh. 


clap your hands, grandpa, 

sing a song, grandpa. 

wipe your tear, grandpa. 

put your head on my breast, 

at least feel the beat of my heart. 


if only 

there weren't so many people here, 

i'd offer the use of this hand. 

in ancient times girls of sixteen or seventeen 
used to lie with kings and emperors 

to keep them young. 


Feral Cat 


The feral cat, tired 

of laps, balls of wool, the owner's hand, 
one home, one occasional Tom, 

one mouse, one saucer of milk, 

goes out into the world to make it 

on her own. 


In the night 
floating on light, she is one in a pack 
of many feral cats. 


She shares her kittens 

communal nipples 

are not counted 

but are freely given to the hungry. 


And many Toms, oh, Toms without end 
one long fuck, as she welcomes 

every coming stranger 

and rubs her sex on dry earth. 


When winter comes she fluffs her fur 
against the hardened ice 

doesn't show her love, she 

has no need of telling tales, 

she's the feral cat 

free. 


The Shroud of Turin 


You, my dear, are the Shroud of Turin. 
Forged out of base material, cut on the bias, 
made to look like something you are not. 
No true blood of blood, cross of cross, 

but a lie of everything, a cheat on everyone. 


You, my dear, mocked the carbon dating 
laughed all the time, tears on your face, 

to see me wear this fool's outfit, 

jangle the idiot's staff against an empty heart. 


Now I have your measure in inches and feet 

hours and minutes. I know each second wasted 
count every heartbeat, am familiar with the vacuum 
... besides, being naked is really quite comfortable. 


Picking at the Cadaver 


I know, my love, but 
the vultures have been here before us 
don't you see? 


Buried in the scrub land, hell land 

rim of desert lay a body dying. 
Hermaphrodite this 

indeterminate of face, 

possessing both our parts, yours and mine. 


Even before the final gasp expelled the soul, 
vultures smelt death 

gathered, pulled flickering eyes, 

found other softer parts for their 

immediate satisfaction. 


Then, as the sun did its work and flesh rotted, 
they stripped muscle and nerve 

liver and kidney, gut, and the best part-- 

the heart. (I imagined 

the heart of this particular cadaver 

to be too tough for the sharpest of beaks.) 


Head rolled from inarticulate spinal column. 
Through the foramen magnum they made a meal 
of rotting brain, picked our minds. 


Blow-flies hummed a tune 
as vultures pushed the remains 
and played dry bone games in hidden clefts. 


Sun bleached the bones 

wind polished them and 

sometimes the night breeze shifted sand 
and bared them for the stars to see. 


Ivory, they shone in the dark. 
So you see, my love, what's there for me to say? 


Kali 


I scoop your brain, 
lick grey fingers 
search some taste. 


My tongue chills 
on this insipid mash. 


I suspect no lake 

of salt could season it; 
suspect 

it to be tasteless 

no matter 

how adulterated. 


Kernel 
All because of you! 


Blind and deaf 
hands tied behind legless torso, 
I broke through your crust of hate. 


Hate seeds its own shell, 

hard as the devil's hooves or a whore's cunt. 
You said 

there's no tool sharp enough 

to break the fell, 

free the soft fruit. 


But I did it: 

used the devil's own tail 

his cock erect turned on himself 

tortured the torturer 

till blood dripped into wine 

turned it white and milky as virgin's milk. 


I defied hell 
so here I am 
take it, or leave it. 


Strontium 90 Man 


Hey, Strontium 90 Man, 

catch me, when you can 

turn from the hard and straight 

path of rightfulness. 

Hey, you, smile, Strontium 90 Man, 

you do all the things an active radical should do: 

for example, you try to make this world a stronghold 

for your ever radiating energy. Or is it an absorbing energy? 


Hey, smile, these dry bones store your collection. 
They grow, ferment, you can almost see me 

in the dark. You make me radiate too. 

Happy now? 


Hey, now I can smile with fluorescent teeth exposed 
smile smile smile 

smile all the time while 

you deposit unstable molecules in me 

in order to save them for use at a later date. 


Hey, Strontium 90 Man, 

don't bank on this reserve too much, 

I could have used up, selfishly killed, 

all my half-lives and left you nothing 

but a black hole circling forever in pitched darkness. 


Hey, Strontium 90 Man, 
smile, 
while you can. 


Bambi Meets Godzilla 


You may be Godzilla ... you have a right 
in this free country to be 
whatever you wish. 


Lord of the jungle, 

you stomp through forests never caring 
as mammoth feet smash centuries. 
You keep your brain on ice, hold it still 
fear to let synapses synapse. 

You engage your hands to level 

god's erection, 

use your heart to pump rank blood 

in ever decreasing circles. 


How's that for a list? 


But forget it, you may be Godzilla, 

this ain't no Bambi 

prancing through the misty glade 

sniffing flowers 

listening to the birds singing their little hearts 
out of fluttering bodies 

oblivious to the coming foot, 

shadow at the edge of the sun. 


I see you 

and have the Godzilla trap 
set ready, will watch you rot 
spoil 

in this pit of scum 

I fashion just for you 


Musth 


Old and crusty elephants when they forget things 
elephants are supposed to remember 

suffer from a condition called musth. 

Sad, the way they become musthy; 

bad mannered, worse tempered 

they thump and trumpet over everything as they make 
make far too much of their angry size. 


You too, dear, sometimes, when you forget 
your place, your size, your manners 

also suffer from a similar condition. 

Creaks and groans fill acid air, and 

round you circling tempers gestate 

a maelstrom of chaos and confusion. In hell's 
too dry air, too hot fires 

you fry all you love. 


I believe that it's legal to use a gun 

when elephants suffer from musth. 

Would judge and jury nod dismissal 

if I were to do the same, pick a weapon and 
kindly terminate your uncomfortable state? 


Distances 


As I walked towards the thing 
it looked like a grey/black blob. 


Then it turned into a cat 
tense, ready to pounce. 


Closer still I saw 

it was part of a log 
lying, lying in wait 
ready to fool this fool. 


A bit like a man she knew. Just a bit. 
From a distance he looked almost human: 
Two eyes, two arms, two lips, one nose, 
and other parts 

more or less in the correct places 

and numbers for a man. 


It was only when she got close to him 
she saw the missing parts, 
felt the distorions. 


His nose made her smell of shit, 
his eyes singed her skin, 

his ears turned her dumb, and 
his voice burnt her to stone. 


Instead of a heart 

he had a black hole into which she fell 
headless; 

instead of mouth 

he had a tap spewing blood; 

instead of a cock 

he had a gun for killing her. 


Amazing! 
Distance can make a man appear almost normal. 


Seals 


They look for the devil's seal, 
his spoil of entry, 

when they examine witches 
before the burning. 


Oh, my love, I am pock 

marked by your tokens. 

Omens rise and fall, 

punched craters bubble pus, 

new mountains erupt fire, as you 
take my body, charge me with you. 


Dissection 


When the cadaver is dissected 

clean dry bones are all that remain 

to show that the picking is done. 

Then all the bits and pieces 

inconsequential faeces are bumed: an anonymous dust. 


Our garbage we keep: 

a blunt dissection of a strange affection 
which geminated ... germinated ... 
dessicated everything we knew. 


The smell of oil still lingers, it invades 

my body, melts the skin of my fingers. As 

often the smell of you about me 

hovers and covers my flesh with remembered love. 


If we had but balanced 

the aye, and the nay 

had stripped the surface clean, 
this dissection would be no ill 
reduction to absurdity. 


Picking Berries 


Remember the berries we picked 
on that hot, hot day? 


Hide and seek 
hide and seek for these greedy hunters. 


Berries, black and blue, 

and the August sun hung in a leaden sky 
reflected moons in the tight ripe flesh, 
burst full 

rolled each reluctant earth into the sea. 


My love, you gave me berries, 

the skin of your arms scratched by the thorns 
stained blue by crushed juice 

black and blue 

bruised, berry bruised 

licked by tongues unfamiliar with grey and red. 


You said, these are fairy bites, 
are nothing, not worth the colour they shed 
minute by minute. 


I said 
give me guarantees 
the colours don't run or fade. 


You never did 
damn you! 


Silkworm 


It is the man in you 
turns the woman in me 
into silk. 


Silk, 

spun fine 

rolled through a wedding ring 
singing tunes against gold. 


Silk, 

dropped past the sand of your face 
sometimes snags, pulls threads and 
catches against your roughness. 


But silk, all the same, 

silk, running shot 

through flickering magic light 
turning a dull side on times lost. 
Silk 

found in worms curled 

eating the mulberry 

round the bush 

silk 

ringing roses 

defying plagues 

a tissue a tissue 

we don't fall down. 


Lovepoem 


Gasses in the kernel 

of the sun 

don't burn as hot as I do 
when you 

touch me. 


Seas in the wildness 
of the typhoon 

don't fill their shores 
as you 

fill me. 


Mercury doesn't run 

as madly 

as my heart does 

when it beats with yours. 


No volcano explodes 
lightning shafts 
scattered 

in a god's halo 

as you do 

into me. 


No night is as dark 
as the darkness 

as the night 

when you're not 
beside me. 


Angel Coming 


Last night 

while heaven slept 

an angel flew down to earth 

and lighted on the spine of our house. 

It folded its wings, cleaned its feathers 
polished its nails, made itself as beautiful 
as all good angels should be 

and thought about us. 


Finally it said to itself 
(in angel talk naturally--a kind of elevated, almost 
pompous manner of speaking): 


"It is time for the devils to leave 

for a few moment's anyway... 

and I will sit here and mount guard 

and keep all the nasties away. 

I will do my stuff as all Good Guardian Angels should do 
now and again in a lifetime, 

in a deathtime. 

For once they will have no hooves or horns 

coming into their bed 


but their bed tonight 

will be of jasmine 

and dew and feathers 

and the song my heart sings for them 

and the poem my brain drums for them 

and the music my breath clings for them. 

Yes ... yes ... even the rhythm of my wings will be 
concentrated here 

tonight for them." 


Listen ... [heard the wings, 

I heard the soft steps on the roof 

and I folded myself to you. 

I know you also heard something strange 
up there, 

up on our roof 

as we made love 

as we made love. 


Baby 


Love, last night 

after we made love 

I was a baby again 

fitted my skin as tight as I did 
when swaddled in silk 

and blessed by cashmere 

I slept in my cot. 


Love, last night 

I curled my toes 

as I did in the picture of myself 
on a rug at nine months old 
naked, and happy. 


Love, last night 

I was only this body 

this body, nurtured by your own 
body. You did for me as a 
mother does for a baby 
cottonwool surrounding 

every cell. 


Love, last night 

when you came 

deep inside my body 
pushing into me 

pulling me out of my skin 
last night 

you delivered me. 


Love, last night 
I needed nothing more. 


Playing a Part 


She has formed herself to fit. 
She plays 


the star's part in this three act play she wrote 
to give her body its obligatory 


shroud. The skin of her character 
holds her 


tight as a snake's skin when 
the snake itches to be free of it. 


Her mannered method easily 
turns words into lives. 


This is a classic comedy 
in true Greek tradition. 


Man messing about with man, no 
gods permitted in this show. 


This first act moves slow, slow, quick, quick, slow; pace 
timed, the moves familiar, well rehearsed, 

well known, choreographed until they're second 

nature, as natural as each breath they take 

as necessary as a sneeze. She is 

centre stage and takes the spots to focus 

her business, nets the audience, while, he 

panders, pretty panders, to her every 

request, steps out to her melodies. 


In the second act 

the parts have been changed. 

New masks have been painted, a new set raised. 
King and queen gather words and action, they 
perform the playwright into the gods, 

now only the two of them as stars reach 
galaxies, find secrets, roll through black space, 
night of my night, black as black as heaven, 
black as white fire, black as black as black 

as journey without end, deeper into 

that deepest black never defiled by light. 

The band dies; the chorus dries an even 


the audience is forgotten as actors 
turn into the characters they just played. 


In the third act 


Soft is the skin of her vagina, soft 

is the secret area under the skin 

of his cock. The actors stand on stage, not 
quite sure where they are but they mouth words 
and wonder at the meaning. Oh, yes, words 
have been spoken through well worn masks, two sides, 
black holes for mouths. This is the shortest act, 
and the playwright has rightly wondered if 

it should be cut right out of the play, but 

tells herself that no, the play would be spoiled 
if this mess of action were to be lost. 


A dream these lives, or was 
the life a dream 


where cloth is gossamer and flesh is 
a spider's web to be brushed 


from the face, and action 
a punch and judy show where love is hate 


and hate love and only the banging real? 


The audience claps and the actors bow 
only the faint smell of grease remains 


dead rose petals litter the stage 
hollow echoes of steps in dust 


the remembered whisper of curtain 
after curtain after curtain. 


Tidal Waves 


Look, all these years you made me 
come and go 

to suit yourself. 

Like the moon and the tides 

I went and came at your command. 


Some of the comings were sweet, 

so sweet I forgot they were at your command ... 
always at your command. 

Others were like the Atlantic breaking against rocks 
so rough our friction created sand. 


I always had to come to you 

I had to make the first move towards you 
as you moved back. 

Just like the moon which said to the sea, 
‘Come, Pretty Sea, come to Daddy Moon, 
make things happen at my command,’ 
--hell, that was me 

according to your every wish. 


But the moon can pall-- 

it's all that light, you know, that damned sun 
using it to reflect his power-- 

and when the tides have run all out of ripples 
perhaps it's time to move away 

instead of going towards? 


I think it's time to be a deep sea 
so deep you can hardly see 

it come and go, come and go; 
but I do move, ripple by ripple, 
my movement hardly visible 
my motion almost stilled. 


Watch it. Behind me I leave 

jellyfish and sting-rays, worm-casts, condoms, torn plastic 
and broken glass. It's the broken glass 

you have to watch as I move out. 


You 


You 

worm your way 
into my heart 
and eat your fill 


You 
dance on my soul 
as if it were leather 


You 
make me write love 
poems to you 


You 
are the words 
I write with 


You 
are the sounds 
I hear 


You 
are the breath 
I breathe 


You 
are my reason 
for living. 


All this you are ... 
for today. 


Habit 


I wear you like a habit 

I had to force myself to learn. 

Your strange form used all my nerve; 
blood, sweat and tears were the norm 
through cold lessons. At first 


your voice scratched and rubbed. Its 
hard alien shrillness slashed 

familiar cuts and lines 

learned in a lifetime. I was sure 


you hated me. Your touch, 

the feel of your flesh, abraded my own 
as if you tried to hurt, or strip this skin. 
In turn you chilled 

every part of me you felt. Admit it 


your hearing was selective--so selective 

you only chose to hear the bad. Your 

vicious acid dripped holes in me. 

I had to stop my tongue in wanton self-defense 
or welcome madness. Feeling? 


Oh, indeed it was here, yes, here at my heart 
you placed sharper darts, gathered extra folds, 
tucked in my material to suit yourself, 

make the habit fit. In spite of you 


time worked the cloth, made it soften, 
adjust to my shape, it even hemmed rough edges 
finally. And now 


form fits function in easy waves; 
content and control are one 

as you and I flow, flow, flow 
flow in the same direction. 


Mongoose 


I am mongoose. 
I hone my skills 
on iron rocks. 


I search the snake in hidden pits 
keep claw and tooth sharp 
eye keen. 


When I find my prey 

I control the dance, make mine this step 
of reptile and rat. 

(He calls me `rat' when it suits him 
‘threat' when he feels secure.) 


Oh, fang to fang 

bloody tooth sunk into scale and skin, 
split the shaft 

tear the gullet 

deliver stuffed entrails 

spread them for all to make 
prophesies of hell. 


I clean my fur 
nibble my nails 
and count my kills. 


Dream Hole 


They used to make dream holes 
when they built towers. 
Holes, far up to lighten the dark. 


I don't know what happened 
to my dream hole in this dark tower. 


Perhaps cobwebs filled it 

or birds built nests 

until it wasn't a hole any more 
but just another shadow 

in this tower, 

another round shadow, 

and I couldn't find my way 
any more. 


It was so dark, so dark. 


Abusing Me 


The child 

spread on the fence 
her body flat 

as a frog on the road 
star hands grip pain. 


Below her 
searing ground 
redhot ash-dusted. 


Her blood drips from 
barbed wire 

caught flesh 

torn shreds. 

Clotting veins 

burst open. 


She is frozen stiff 

dead 

cold 

sold 

to the highest bidder 

not worth keeping, 

no value in this empty shell. 


Kaleidoscope 


Mother, do you remember the kaleidoscope? 
Damn, you must remember the coloured bits of glass 


splinters in a tube and when the tube was shaken 
patterns, such elegant patterns from broken rainbows. 
Mother, do you remember the kaleidoscope? 


I danced on tears, yours and mine. Or was it glass? 
Mother, do you reoember the blood? 
Blood too makes patterns, catches a rhythm worth remembering. 


Isn't it funny? I forget the good patterns 
but the bad ones ... they stayed, sure they stayed. 
Oother, do you remember the kaleidoscope? 


Mother, do you remember the kaleidoscope? 
I do 


Father's Swim 


My father 

used to swim in the Serpentine. 
In the winter 

his huge body splintered ice. 

I shivered and waited blowing 
on blue chillblained hands 
blaming myself for the cold. 


The statue of Perpetual Energy, 

a male horse--no balls, no cock--looked the other way. 
No wonder 

he didn't want to see this spectacle ... 

or be seen himself. 


Canning Beets 


Once I spent a whole fine summer 
canning beets. Two bushel baskets 
goodwife used with bony fingers. 


Wilted balls the size of eggs 
I worked, 
put down or up or sideways. 


This angry witch stirred her cauldron 
arms bruised by blood of weeping beets 
she cursed the wet hell she lived. 


Sugar and spice stung her skin while she 
forced the slick things in jars 
drowned them fast, sealed tight for squirrel days. 


Maple drops its leaves 
and I imagine pride 
in the rows dancing in the cold room. 


Oh, such a spark and glow buried 
deep in dark bottles. 
This purplemagic should justify salted sweat. 


my skull fills instead with an angry itch: 
a waste of summer bottling beets. 


Sea 


The sea is in me 
it salts my blood. 


Waves ... 

as they crash 

are my bones crashing 
against jagged rocks. 


Moon ... 

as it draws and hesitates the tides 

so it draws me 

and reflects herself 

in the pools of my cold flood season. 


Hampton Court 


At Hampton Court 
even the vine begs: 
it asks the sun 

for the right to bask 
unprotected by glass. 


Ground trained tender leaves 
seem 

to say, 

let us take a chance 

feel the fine breeze 

against our pores, 

take the enclosing rain 
through these artificially fed 
roots. 

Oh, this fake 

summer palls. 


At Golgotha 


At Golgotha the sun never shines. 
In the black moonlight 

white dry skulls cast long 
shadows from eyeless sockets. 
Hollow bones play tunes 

in a silver wind. 


I am scraped clean 

crossed off the map 

dropped on floating sand 

to be no more than a negative image. 


I have become shadowless 

without horizon in this place where 
even negatives are no longer black 
or white, but transparent. 


Wolf Bane 


In this March thaw and the field 
misted over patchy white snow 

a wolf 

long-legged bushy-tailed 

dances, leaps, digs 

every now and then finds a mouse 
throws it into the air, bounces it, 
before swallowing it. 


No fat on those bold muscles 
massed under thick winter fur. 


He looks up 

stares in my direction 
sees me 

seeing him 

through my glasses. 


He plays, grazing 

while all around the field 
apartments rise 

towering cranes 

look at me 

looking at him 

and the trucks on the next line thunder 
while the wolf forages 

for mice, for blind mice 
running in every direction 
hiding from the shadow 
this damp spring day. 


Pain Threshold 


She said 

I must have a very high 
pain threshold 

because I don't complain. 


I said, 

listen, Doctor Dear, 

the threshold is real, believe me, it's there 
and you for one, have gone well beyond the 
realms of decency, 

you have violated a simple truth 

by relieving a patient of her pain. 


For am I not flesh? 

Do I not feel? 

Just because I don't let you see 
because I hide behind this smile 
why do you make believe 

I have no nerves? 


Shylock, I, 
feel the same as others who weep and wail 
who complain of the pain all the time. 


Look, 

this threshold 

is well and truly cleaned and whitened, 
the fault lies not in the threshold 

but in the measuring by the observer. 


Perhaps you should learn to step across 
thresholds with more care 
and measure with more precision? 


Thank you for the Party 


Dear Sir, 
or is it Lord and Master? 
or what about simply God? 


Dear God, 


Hey, 

I don't think much of this party. 
Your manners stink. 

I know you said it was for dinner, 
am quite certain of that fact. 

You said, 

let's make a night of it, 

take our time, 

really get down to it. 


What do you do? 

Sure ... you did serve some tasty nibbles 
little bites to whet the appetite ... 

and they were quite nice. 

But all they did was to make me even more 
hungry for the real stuff. 


My teeth ached for meat to sink 
deep into, my lips tingled for blood to suck. 


And even the nibbles 

you doled out as if you were giving the earth ... 
so boring--bit by bit, 

bite by bite. 


No big bang, 

no final burp 

but the evening dragging 
dragging 

and me wondering 

is this all there is? 
Going to bed still 
hungry for more 

more. More. More. 


Sewer Rat 


The sewer rat 
grown cold 
on carrion 


maggots and fat 
red worms 
stares at me. 


He asks me 
from burning eyes 
if I want 


to join him 
in his sewer 
of shit. 


I say 
gee ... thank you for the 
kind offer 


sure as hell a pity 
I must refuse 
this time 


see ... I have God 
waiting in the wings 
quite impatiently 


and he would be 
most put out 
if I didn't stop 


everything and say 
hello 
in the way 


most people are supposed 
to bow and curtsey 
to his majesty. 


Imean_... you know 
the way he smiles 
that secret smile 


slow, so slow 
it cracks his face 
quite breaks up the symmetry 


looks past me 
as if I am already 
carrion 


Icarus, I 


Icarus, I 

perch on this tall building and look down. 

Dust and bird shit make patterns at my feet. 

Trucks, people, cars, slide through a web miles below. 


I tried to fly off lower buildings 
many times before, during R and D 
and honesty, the wings worked quite well, 


gave the appropriate swell, the orgasmic lift, 
did the many things wings are supposed to do 
when they work to order as they should. 


But you know ... like a bird, I had an itch 
to have height ... real height to make a smart start. 


I looked at the hawk as she swirled on hot 
currents and knew I had to do the same. 


What was it like when I jumped before? 
Let me think? Just a slight mini-lift, 

a bit like being attached to an umbrella 
in some multi-coloured story for kids. 


Shit! I had to have the greater thrill, control 
my own destination, give old Newton 
the finger, let him fall, fall, fall silent 


to his petty exclusive gravity. 
You do see how it is? Don't you? Good. 


They are well and truly stuck, these feathers; 
I spread wax from finest, hard-working bees 
together with oils and unguents and esters 


until I turned into the flesh of bird, 
the material of flight. I will fly bare, 
naked as a chick just out of its shell 


needing nothing more than the air, just air. 
Flesh must tremble free against my bones, 
and the heavy swell will lift my breasts, point 


my nipples against the touch of the sky. 
My clitoris will harden to the lick 
of the wind and my sex swell as it sucks 


oh, sucks like a woman drowning, drowning 
deep in her own juices. Oh, as I swoop, 

I will come and stretch to welcome each death 
as it remembers my skin, brings it to life. 


But people are so negative, aren't they? 
It was when I started to collect feathers, 
gather detailed blueprints, tune my body... 


then Daddy said, big Daddy, in his Daddyish way, 

he said: "Beware of the heat of the sun, 

don't look at the core, you can go so close, 

but not too close, 

for the sun can shrivel flesh, dry brain." 

So he said and then added ... kind of ... like for luck ... 


"Even looking at the sun has certain dangers 

the longer you look the more likely you are to fall, 

fall into its energy, its hot core, 

its magic. It will draw you to it 

because it feeds off people just like you 

and lives on rejecting them. Beware the pull of the sun." 


But to business ... 

Here I stand and prepare to take the plunge. 
Tense my shoulders, snap nervous fingers, 
pull tendons to know the energy in them, 


take a breath, fill my lungs with air 
to make my body light as smoke. 
I tease the edge of the building with my toes, 


check it out, man, cool as a fresh May day, 
now is the time to slough off skin, leave behind bone and flesh, 
take the final step and fly. 


Oh, this flying becomes me well, 

I take the wind and use it, float 

between buildings, look into offices 

where men and women work at typewriters 

and phones and computers. Touch waves, let them 


lift me, take me, and all the time 

I am one with molecules of the air, 

one with day itself. I lick tears off lips, 

say to myself the wind should have dried them. 
After some time, as I fly around, 

buildings bore, all faces become the same 

and even God is a dull old bastard. 

So I look into the face of the sun 

and wonder if I can fly right into her mouth-- 

a blow job to end all blow jobs. Lift, 

turn, find air, fuck the wind, take the light, 

aim for the very core, no, not the core-- 

core, is such a masculine thing-- 

but the heart, yes the heart of the sun. 

Float, float on eddys, join the billow's faith, 
oh, this lift, this exaltation, 

no energy this, but suspended on oil, 

yes oil, soundless, silent, so silent 

the noise of the world left behind. I am silence 
and aim for more silence. I am the only one in this world 
and the sun is my mother and father. Or is she myself? 
My mother or myself? 

On and on and on towards them I fly 

on and on towards us I fly 

leaving behind the noisy world. 

Light of my light, heat of my heart, 

your energy ripples my breasts 

covers me with hair, I am male and female. 


Drips of wax coat my back and sear my arms 

as one by one feathers fall, float past me. 

Yet the sun calls. Crimson and gold and purple spots 
leave my frame, one by one to find their own ends. 
Yet the sun calls. Nothing but frame beating against 
the wind 

the wind chewing, gushing, deafening, 

rushing, pulling away from the sun 

away from light, into darkness, flooding darkness 
into my body. Yet the sun calls. 

Her silence vibrates in the distance 

even more silent in the deafening noise of the fall. 


So big deal! I looked into the core 
of the sun and it melted my wings 
sent me away from its heat 

into the cold. 

Daddy did tell me, didn't he. 


